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Kenneth Grlswold, an unsuccessful

Jarlter berauMu of Hoclallstlc tendencies,
holds up Andrew Galbrwith, president of
the Bayou State Securities, in the pres-
ident', private office and escapes with $liio,-fio- o

in cash. He noes aboard the Utile
Julie as a deckhand. Charlotte Farnhum
of Wahaska. Minn., who had seen him
cash Uulbrulth'a check in the bank,

him, and Honda a lottt r of be-
trayal to Oalbraith anonymously. Grls-
wold is arrested in St. Louis, but escapes
from his captors. He decides on Wa- -

taaka, Minn., as a hiding place, and
the train. He faUs 'il on the sleeper

fend is cared for and taken to her home in
Wahaska by Margery Grlerson, dausliter
of Jasper Grlerson, the financial maRnate
of Wahaska. Margery finds the stolen
money in Grlswold's suitcase. Brottln,
detective, takes the trail. Marpery asks
her father to pet Edward llaymer Into
financial hot water and then help him out
of it. Grlswold recovers to rind the stolen
money gone. He forms a friendship with
Itaymer. the iron manufacturer, lirottin
comes to Wahaska in search of the wom-
an who wrote the anonymous letter to
Oalbraith. Margery takes Grlswold to
the safety deposit vault and turns the

tolen money over to him. Charlotte blurt's
out Broilln and Margery begins to watch
him. Grlswold puts his money in Kay-rner- 's

plant and commences to rewrite his
hook. Grlswold is not sure that Charlotte
has not recognized him. He uses Mar-irer- y

and Charlotte as models for the
characters in his book and reads the
manuscripts to them. IirofTln ppies on
Margery, who throws him off the scent
regarding Grlswold. Margery and Grls-
wold save Oalbraith from drowning and
M he recovers consciousness the banker
recognizes Grlswold. The men at llay-mer- 's

iron works Btrlke.

CHAPTER XXII Continued.

"The Federated Iron Workers, I
euppose."

"Not in a thousand years! They
are only the means to an end." The
tilting chair squeaked again, and he
went on: "If I'm going to show you
how you can dodge this fight, I'll have
to knock down a door or two first.
If I blunder In where I'm not wanted,
you can kick me out. There Is one
way In which you can cure all this
trouble-6lcknes- s without resorting to
surgery and blood-letting.- "

"Name It," said Raymer eagerly.
"I will; but first I'll have to break

over into the personalities. Have you
made up your mind that you are goin.
to marry Margery Grlerson?"

Raymer laughed silently, leaning his
head back on the cushion of the lazy-cha- ir

until his cigar stood upright.
"That's a nice way to biff a man In

the dark!" he chuckled. "But if you're
in earnest I'll tell you the straightfor-
ward truth: I don't know."

"You mean that Margery Grlerson
doesn't measure up to the require-
ments of the Wahaskan Four Hun-
dred?" There was satirical scorn in
the observation, but Raymer did not
perceive It.

"Oh, I don't know as you would put
It quite that baldly," he protected.
"But you see, when it comes to mar-
rying and settling down and raising a
family, you have to look at all sides of
the thing. The father, as we all know.
Is a old were-wol- the
mother nobody knows anything about
save that happily, in all probability

she isn't living. And there you are.
Yet I won't deny that there are times
when I'm tempted to shut my eyes
and take the Ugh dive, anyway at
the risk of splashing a lot of good
people who would doubtless be prop-
erly scandalized."

By this time Grlawold was gripping
the arms of his chair savagely and
otherwise trying to hold himself
down; but this Raymer could not
know.

"You have reason to believe that it
rests wholly with you, I suppose?"
came from the tilting chair after a
little pause. "Miss Grlerson is only
waiting for jou to speak?"

"That's a horrible question to ask a
man, Kenneth even in the dark. If
I say yes to It, it can't stund any other
way than boastful and and caddish.
Yet I honestly believe that Oh,
hang it all! can't you see how impos-
sible you're making it, old man?"

"Not Impossible; only a trifle diff-
icult," was the qualifying rejoinder. "It
is easier from this on. That is the
peaceful way out of the shop trouble
for you, Raymer. When you can go to
Jasper Grlerson and tell him you are
going to marry his daughter, the trou-
ble will be as good as cured. This
labor trouble that is threaten-
ing to smash you is Jasper GrierHon's
reply to the move you made when
you let me In and choked him off. lie
Is reaching for you."

Raymer held his peace and the at-

mosphere of the room grew pungent
with tobacco smoke.

"I'm feeling a good bit like a yellow
dog, Kenneth," he said, at length.
"After what I've admitted and what
you're said, I'm left in the position of
the poor devil who would be damned
If he did and be damned if he didn't.
You hive succeeded in fixing it so that
1 can't kk Margery Grlerson to be my
wife, however much I'd like to."

"That isn't the point," insisted Cris-wol- d

half savagely. "How you may
feel about it, or what your people may
say, Is purely secondary. The thing to
be considered Js, what will happen to
Miss Grlerson?"

"Why, see here, ol4 man; if you
were Madge's brother, you couldn't be
puttln the screws oa any harder!
"Whkt's got into you tonight?"

Criswold wm Inexorable.
"Mi Qnersoa hAsa'k avnj brotfi. 1

sorts

and she might as well not have any
father better, rerhaps. As God hears
me, Raymer, I'm going to see to it
that 6he gets a square deal."

"By George! I believe you are in
love with her, yourself!"

"I am," was the cool reply.
"Well, of all the Say, Grlswold.

you're a three-cornere- d puzzle .o me
yet. I don't know what the other
three-fourth- s of the town is saying, but
my fourth of it has it put up that
you've everlastingly cooked my goo6e
at Doctor Bertie's; that you and
Charlotte are just about as good as en
gaged. Perhaps you'll tell me that it
isn't true."

"It isn't yet."
"But it may be, later on? Now you

are getting over into my little garden
patch, Kenneth. If you think I'm go-

ing to stand still and see you put a
wedding ring on Charlotte Farnhara's
finger when I know you'd like to be
putting It on Madge Grierson's "

Grisvold's low laugh came as an
easing of stresses.

"You can't very well mnrry both of
them, yourself, you know," he sug
gested mildly. And then: "If you were
not so badly torn up over this shop
trouble, you'd see that I'm trying to
give you the entire field. I shall prob
ably leave town tomorrow, and I mere
ly wanted to do you, or Miss Grlerson,
or both of you, a small kindness by
way of leave-taking.- "

"Do you mean to tell me that you
nre going away, leaving me bucked
and gagged by this labor outfit to live
or die as I may? Great Scott, man!
If my money's gone, yours goes with
it!"

You are freely welcome to the mon-
ey, Edward if you can manage to
hang on to it; and I have pointed out
the easy way to salvage the industrial
ship. Can't you give me your blessing
and let me go in peace?"

The blessing was not withheld, but
neither was It given.

"I came here with my cv-- back-loa- d

or trouble, but it seems that I'm not
the only camel In the caravan," said
the young ironmaster, thoughtfully.
"What is it, Kenneth? anything you
can unload on me?"

"You wouldn't understand," was
the gentle evasion.

Once again Raymer took refuge in
silence. After a time he said: "You're
been a brother to me, Grlswold, and
I shall never forget that. But if I

needed your help It tbe money pinch,
I'm needing it worse now. I'll do the
right thing by Margery; I think I've
been meaning to, all along; if I
haven't, it's only because this whole
town has been fixing up a match be-

tween Charlotte and me ever since we
were school kids together you know
how a fellow gets Into the way of tak-
ing a thing like that for granted mere-
ly because everybody else does?"

"Yes; I know."
"Well, I guess it Isn't a heart-breake- r

on either side. If Charlotte cares,
she doesn't take the trouble to 6how
it. Just the same, on the other hand,
I've got a shred or two of decency left,
Kenneth. I'm not going to marry my-

self out of this fight with Jasper Grler-
son not in a million years. Stay over
and help me see it through; and when
we win out, I promise you I'll do the
square thing."

"There's only one other way, Ed-
ward; and that is to fight like the
devil," he said, speaking as one who
has weighed and measured and decid-
ed. "What do you say?"

"If you will stay," Raymer began,
hesitantly.

"I'll stay as long as I can." Then,
with the note of harshness returning,
"We'll make the fight, and we'll give
these muckers of yours all they are
looking for. Shut the plant doors to-

morrow morning and make it a' lock-
out. I'll be over bright and early and
we'll place a bunch of wire orders in
the cities for strike-breaker- That will
bring them to time."

Raymer got up 6lowly and felt In
the dark for his hat.

"Strike-breakers!- " he groaned.
"Grlswold, it would make my father
turn over in his coffin if he could
know that we've come to that! But
I guess you're right. Everybody says
I'm too soft-hearte- d to be a master of
men. Well. I must be getting home.
Tomorrow morning, at the plant? All
right; good-night.- "

And he turned to grope his way to
the door and through the dark upper
hall and down the stair.

CHAPTER XXIII.

Narrowing Walls.
Grlswold Joined the conference with

Raymer and the shop bosses in the
offices of the plant the following morn-

ing. Having slept upon the quarrel,
Raymer was on the conciliatory hand,
and four of the five department fore-

men were with him. The prompt clos-

ing of the shops bad had its effect,
and a deputation of the older work-

men came to plead for arbitration and
a peaceful settlement of the trouble
But Grlswold fought It and finally car-

ried his point. "No compromise" was
the answer sent back to the locked- -

CMU workmwi p rltl " the--
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ultimatum, wmch Grlswold hirckeff
snapped out at the leader of the. con-
ciliators: "Tell your committee that
it Is unconditional surrender, and it
must be made before five o'clock this
afternoon. Otherwise, not a man of
you can come back on any terms."
Then Grlswold proceeded to make the
breach Impassable by calling upon the
sheriff for a guard of deputies. Ray-
mer shook hla head gloomily.

"That settles it beyond any hope of
a patch-up,- " he said sorrowfully. "If
we hadn't declared war before, we've
done it now. I'm prophesying that no-

body will weaken when it comes to the
pay-rol- l test this afternoon."

"Because wo have taken steps to
protect our property?" rasped the
fighting partner.

"Because we have taken the step
which serve notice upon them that we
consider them criminals, at least

You'd resent it yourself,
Grlswold. If anybody should pull the
law on you before you had done any-
thing to deserve it, I'm much mistaken
If you wouldn't "

"Oh, hell!" was the biting interrup-
tion; and Raymer could not know upon
what inward fires he had unwittingly
flung a handful of Inflammables.

Broffln was as sure now that Grls-
wold was his man as be was of his own
present inability to prove it. "He'll
make a miss-go- , sooner or later," the
pertinacious one was saying to himself
as he strolled past the Raymer plant
with a keen eye for the barred gates,
the lounging guards in the yard, and
the sober-face- d workmen coming and
going at the pay office. "If he can
carry a steady head through what's
comin' to him here, he's a better man
than I've been stacking him up to be."

Later, a big, red-face- man with his
hat on the back of hi3 head and a
paste diamond in uls shirt bosom, came
to join the shitting group on the of-

fice sidewalk. Broffln marked him.
The man's name was Clancy; he was
a Chicago ward worker, sham labor
leader, demagogue; a bad man with a
"pull." What chance had brought
tne Chicago ward bully into a village
labor fight he was not long in finding.
Clancy had como because he had been
hired to come. The remainder was
easy. The town gossips had supplied
all the major facts of the Raymer-Grierso- n

checkmate, and Broffln saw
a great light. It was not labor and
capital that were at odds; it was com
petition and monopoly. And monopoly,
invoking the aid of the Clancys, stood
to win in a canter.

Broffln dropped the stick he had
been whittling and got up to move
away. Though some imaginative per-
sons would have it otherwise, a de-
tective may still be a man of like pas-
sions and generous prepossessions
with other men. For the time Broffln's
Anglo-Saxo- n heritage, the love of fair
play, made him forget the limitations
of his trade. "By grapples, the old
swine!" he was muttering to himself
as he made a slow circuit of the plant
lnclosure. "Somebody ought to tell
them two young ducks what they're up
against. For a picayune, I'd do it, my-

self. Huh! and the little black-eye- d

girl playln' fast an loose with both of
'em at once while the old money-octopu- s

eats 'em alive!"
Thus Broffln, circling the Raymer

works by way of the four enclosing
streets; and when his back was turned
the man called Clancy pointed him out
to the group of discontents.

"D'ye see that felly doublln' the
fence corner? Ye're a fine lot of Jays
up here in th' backwoods! Do I know
him? Full well I do! An' that shows

"D'ye See That Felly Doublln' the
Fence Corner?"

ye what honest workln'men has got to
come to, these days. Didn't ye see
him sittln there on that castln'? Th
bosses put him there to keep tricks on
ye. If ye have the nerve of a bunch
of hoboes, ye'll watch yer chances and
step on him like a cockroach. He's a
Plnkerton!"

Wahaska was duly thrilled and ex-

cited when, on the day following the
storm and shipwreck, it found Itself
the scene of an angry conflict between
capital and labor. It was a crude sur-
prise, both to the West side and to
"Pottery Flat," to find the new book-writin- g

partner not only taking an ac-Ifv-e

part in the fight, but apparently
directing the capitalistic hostilities
with a high hand. At half-pas- t four it
was whispered about that war had
been declared. Raymer and Grlswold
were telegraphing for strike-breakers- ;

and the men wera swearing that the
man vrnnlri t picketed and thai ioum

would be dealt with as traitors and
enemies.

It was between half-pas- t four and
five that Miss Grlerson, driving in thf
basket phaeton, made a stop in front
of the Farmers' and Merchants' bank.

Since it was long past the closing
hours, the curtains were drawn in the
bank doors and street-facin- wlndowB.
But there was a Bide entrance and she
went straight to the door of the pri-

vate room, entering without warning.
Her father was not alone. In the

chair at the desk-en- sat a man florid
of face, hard-eye- d and gross-bodie-

Ills bat was on the back of his head,
apd clamped between his teeth under
the bristling mustaches he held one of
Jasper Grierson's fat black clears. The
conference paused when the door
opened; but wbea Margery crossed
the room and perched herself on the
deep seat of the farthest window, it
went on In guarded tones at a silent
signal from the banker to his visitor

There was a trade Journal lying In
the window-seat- , and Miss Grlerson
took it up to become idly Immersed in
a study of the advertising pictures. If
she listened to the low-tone- d talk it
was only mechanically, one would say.
Yet there was a quickening of the
breath now and again, and a pressing
of the white teeth upon the ripe lower
lip, as she turned the pages of the ad
vertising supplement; these, though
only detached sentences of the talk,
drifted across to the window-seat- :

"You're fixed to put the entire re
sponsibility for the ruction over on to
the other side of the house?" was one
of the overheard sentences; it was her
father's query, and she also heard tho
answer. "We're goin' to put 'em in
bad, don't you forget it. There'll be
some broken heads, most likely, and
if they're ours, somebody'll pay for
'em." A little farther along it was her
father who said: "You've got to quit
this running to me. Keep to your own
side of the fence. Murray's got his
orders, and he'll pay the bills. If any-
thing breaks loose, I won't know you.
Get that?" "I'm on," said the red- -

faced man; and shortly afterward he
took his leave.

When the door had closed behind
the man who looked like a ward heeler
or a walking delegate, and who had
been both, and many other and more
questionable things, by turns, Jasper
Grlerson swung his huge chair to face
the window.

"Well?" he Bald, "how's Galbraitn
coming along?"

The smoldering fires in the daugh-
ter's eyes leaped up at the provocation
lurking in the grim brutality; but they
were dying down again when she put
the trade Journal aside and said: "I
didn't come here to tell you about Mr.
Galbraith. I came to give you notice
that it Is time to quit. When I asked
you to put Mr. Raymer under obliga-
tions to you, I said I'd tell you when
it was time to stop."

The president of tho Farmers' and
Merchants' tilted his chair to the
lounging angle and laughed; a slow
gurgling laugh that spread from lip to
eye and thence abroad through his
great frame until he shook like a gro-
tesque incarnation of the god of mirth.

"I am to turn around and help him
out of the hole, am I? Oh, no; I guess
not," he denied. "It's business now,
little, girl, and the tea-fight- s are barred.
I'll give you a check for that span o
blacks you were looking at, and we'll
call it square."

"Does that mean that you intend to
go on until you have smashed him?"
she asked, quietly ignoring the puta-
tive bribe.

"I'm going to put him out of busi-
ness him and that other fool friend of
yours if that's what you mean."

Again the sudden lightning glowed
in Margery Grierson's eyes; again
there was a struggle, short and sharp,
between the leaping passions and the
Indomitable will. Yet she could speak
softly.

"What is the reason? Why do you
hate these two so desperately?" she
asked.

Jasper Grlerson fanned away the
nimbus of cigar smoke with which he
had surrounded himself and stared
gloomily at her through the rift.

"Who said anything about hating?"
he derided. "That's a fool woman's
notion. This is business, and there
ain't any such thing as hate in busi-

ness."
"I hate it! she said coldly. Then

she dragged the talk back to the chan-

nel it was leaving. "I ought to have
broken in sooner; I might have known
what you would do. You are respons-
ible for this labor trouble they are
having over at the iron works. Don't
bother to deny it; I know. That was
your 'heeler' the man you had here
when I came. You don't play fair with
many people; don't you think you'd
better make an exception of me?"

Grlerson was mouthing his cigar
again and the smoky nimbus was
thickening to its customary density
when he said: "You're nothing but a
spoiled baby, Madge. If you'd cry for
the moon, you'd think you ought to
have it. I've said my say, and that's
all there is to it Trot along home and
'tend to your tea parties; that's your
part of the game. I can play my hand
alone."

She slipped out of the window-sea- t

and crossed the room quickly to stand
before him.

"I'll go when you have answered one
question," Bhe said, the suppressed
passions finding their way into her
voice. "I've asked for bread and
you've fclven me a stone. I've said
'please' to you, and you slapped me for
it. Do you think you can afford to
shove me over to the other side?"

1 don't know what you're driving
at. now," was the even-tone- d rejoinder.

"Don't you? Then I'll tell you. You
have been pinching this town for the
linn a ah ata a vat aloe came hr

shaking It flown as you used to snake
down the" she broke off short, and
again the indomitable will got the bet-
ter of the seething passions. "We'll let
thjB go, and come down to the
present What if some of the things
you are doing here and now would get
Into print?"

"For instance?" he suggested, when
she paused.

The daughter who bad asked for
bread and had been given a stone put
her face In her hands and moved to-

ward the door. But at the last moment
she turned again like a spiteful little
tiger-ca- t at bay.

"You think I can't prove It? That
is where you fall down. I can convince
people If I choose to try. And
that isn't all: I can tell them how you
have planned to sell Mr. Galbraith a
tract of 'virgin' pine that has been
culled over for the best timber at
least thre times in the past five
years!"

Jasper Crierson started from his
chair and made a quick clutch into
smoky space. "Madge you little
devil!" he gritted.

But the grasping hands closed upon
nothing and the sound of the closing
door was his only answer.

When she had unhitched the little
Morgan and had driven away from the
bank, Miss Grlerson drove quldcly to
the Winnebago house and drew up at
the carriage step. A bell boy ran out

.Hill

He Stepped Behind the Ncarrst Shade-Tre-

and Tightened His Grip.

to the wheel of the phaeton. Two min
utes after the boy's disappearance,
Broffln came out and touched his hat
to the trim little person in the basket
seat.

"You are Mr. Matthew Broffln of the
Colburne Detective agency, are you
not 7" she asked, sweetly.

Broffln took the privilege of the ac
cused and lied promptly.

"Not that anybody ever heard of, I

reckon," he denied, matching the smile
in the inquiring eyes.

She laughed softly. "You see, it re-

solves itself into a question of veracity
between you and Mr. Andrew Gal-

braith. You say you are not, and he
says you are. Which am I to believe?"

Broffln did some pretty swift think-
ing. There had been times when he
had fancied that Miss Grlerson, rather
than Miss Farnham, might be the key
to his problem. There was one chance
in a thousand that she might inadvert-
ently put the key into his hands if he
should play his cards skillfully, and he
took the chance.

"You can call it a mistake of mine,
if you like," he yielded; and she
nodded brightly.

"That is better; now we can go on
comfortably. Are you too busy to
take a little commission from me?"

"Maybe not. What is it?" He was
looking for a trap, and would not com-

mit himself too broadly.
"There are two things that I wish to

know definitely. Of course, you have
heard about the accident on the lake?
Mr. Galbraith is at our house, and he
is very ill out of his head most of the
time. He Is continually trying to tell
someone whom he calls 'MacFarland'
to be careful. Do you know anyone of
that name?"

Again Broffln thought quickly. If he
should tell the plain truth. . . .

"Tell me one thing, Miss Grlerson," he
said bluntly. Am I doln business
with you, or with your father?"

"Most emphatically, with me, Mr.
Broffln."

"All right; everything goes, then.
Mr. Galbraith has been figurln' on buy-

ing some pine lands up north, and he
has sent MacFarland up to Duluth to
verify the boundary records on the
county survey.

"I thought so," she affirmed. And
then: "The records are all right, Mr.
Broffln; but the lands which Mr. Mac
Farland will bo shown will not be the
lands which Mr. Galbraith is talking
of buying. I want evidence of this
In black and white. Can you telegraph
to someone in Duluth?"

Broffln permitted himself a small
sigh of relief. He thought he had seen
the trap; that the was going to try to
get him away from Wahaska.

"I can do better than that," he of-

fered. "I can send a man from St.
raul; a good safe man who will do
Just what he is told to do and keep
his mouth shut.'

Bhe nodded approvingly.
"Do it; and tell your messenger that

time Is precious and expanse doesn't
count. That is the first half of your
commission. Come a little closer and
I'll tell you the wcond half."

CracHa boat his La4 and aha vfcla- -

pered the remainder, of bis Instruct
tions. When she had finished be
looked up and wagged his head appro
hendlngly.

"Yes; I see what you mean and It's
none o' my business what you mean it
for," he answered. "I'll get the evi-

dence, if there is any."
"It must be like the other; in black

and white," she stipulated. "And you
needn't say 'if.' Look for a red-face-

man with stiff mustaches and a big
make-believ- e diamond In bis shirt-fron- t,

and make him tell you."
Miss Grlerson was opening her

purse and she passed a yellow-backe- d

banknote to her newest confederate.
"Your retainer," Bhe explained.
Broffln's grin this time was wholly

of appreciation.
"You're the right kind the kind

that leads trumps all the while, Miss
Grlerson," he told her. Then he did
the manly thing. "I'll go into this, Just
as you say what? But it's only fair
to warn you that it may turn up some
things that'll feaze you. You know
that old sayln' about sleepin dogs?"

Miss Grlerson was gathering the
reins over the little Morgan's back and
her black eyes snapped.

"This is one time when we are go-

ing to kick the dogs and make them
wake up," she returned. "Good-by- ,

Mr. Broffln."

CHAPTER XXIV

Gates of Brass.
It was an hour beyond the normal

quitting time on the day of ultimatums
and counter-threatcnlng- the small of-

fice force had gone home, and the
night squad of deputies had come to
relieve the day guard. Grlswold closed
the spare desk in the manager's room
and twirled his chair to face Raymer.

"We may as well go ond get some-
thing to eat," he suggested. "There
will be nothing doing tonight."

Raymer began to put his desk In or-

der.
"No, not tonight. Tho trouble w11

begin when wory to start up with a
new force. Call it a weakness if you
like, but I dreatJ it, Kenneth."

Grlswold's smile was a mere bar-
ing of the teeth. ' That's all right, Ned ;

you do the dreading and I'll do tbe
fighting," he said; adding: "What
we've had today has merely whetted
my appetite."

The man of peace Bhook his heafl
dejectedly.

"I can't understand It," he protested.
"Up to last night I was calling you a
benevolent socialist, and my only fear
was that you might some time want
to reorganize things and turn the plant
Into a little section of Utopia. Now you
are g Herod on the other
side."

Grlswold got up and crushed his 6oft
hat upon his head.

"Only fools and dead folk are denied
the privilege of changing their minds,"
he returned. "Let's go up to the Win-
nebago and feed."

The dinner to which they sat down
a little later was a small feast of si-

lence. Though he had not betrayed it,
Grlswold was fiercely impatient to get
away to Margery.

Twice, on his way to her after leav-
ing Raymer, he fancied he was fol-

lowed, and twice he stepped behind
the nearest shade-tre- e and tightened
his grip upon the thing in his right-han- d

pocket. But both times the rear-
ward sidewalk showed itself empty.
Since false alarms may have, for the
moment, all the shock of the real, he
found that his hands were trembling
when he came to unlatch the Grlerson
gate, and it made him vindictively

Also, it gave him a
momentary glimpse into another and
hitherto unmeasured depth in the val-

ley of stumblings. In the passing of
the glimpse he was made to realize
that it is the coward who kills; and
kills because he is a coward.

(TO RE CONTINUED.)

DRAW MOISTURE FROM WATCH

Timepiece Is Not Necessarily Ruined
If Unfortunately It Has Been

Water-Soake-

What to do with a water-soake- d

watch Is often a problem when one is
caught in the wilderness, or in a com-

munity where no Jeweler is to be
found. Lack of knowing what steps
to take often results in much expense,
if not in the utter ruin of the watch.

Watches made with both a screw
face and screw back may be dried
easily by removing the front and back,
emptying the watch of as much water
as will run out, reversing tbe crystal,
screwing it on the back of tho watch,
and then laying it where the sun will
have a chance to reflect through the
crystal.

The heat of the sun on the crystal
will draw the moisture from the works
in fifteen or twenty minutes, says th
Technical World. If water still re-

mains In the works, the crystal may
be unscrewed, wiped and replaced,
and the process repeated.

After the sun falls to draw any
more of the water out of the glass It
is safe to conclude that there is no
more in the works, and tbe oil origi-
nally on them, warmed by tbe sun,
lubricates the parts.

There should.be no more trouble
with thti watch, although It is advis-
able to have ft examined by a Jeweler
at the earliest opportunity.

Kultur That Counts.
Captain MuTler of the Bavarian

landwehr, desired to have a fireplace
built in his commodious underground
quarters in the second line trench ea.

"Sergeant,-- said he, "fetch me a
couple of me who can do the Job.
I dow't want any of your volunteer pro
fessors and doctors, but band fellows

bricklayers o that sort of thing.
Kaw Yam Zranlnj; Post.

JOHN M. OLEASON ;

LAWYER

Whlta Clock Port Huron, Mloh.
Raal Eatato Loans

J. B. WEYMOUTH
CENERAL LAW BUSINESS SOLICI-TE-

REAL ESTATE & LOANS
RAPLEV BLOCK

YALE, - MICH.

W. Q. WIGHT
f D. C. M. TRINITY' UNIVERSITY, M.il O. M. i UulTiiity, Tnronta.

Out. Offlc rond Moor Uulon Mock. Of- - ('
flOM hotit: 7 io 9 a. m., 12 to l:ao p. m. and
after 6 p. m.

YALE. MICH.

'! DR. J. B. STEVENS !;

!' Veterinary 8Uk;eon. graduate
i1 V of Ilia Ontario Vfr:iif.rr i'o:ib. alto

th UiTM:tr of Toronto All chili iUlit or i

day itrompilv attended. Trod: ofTIcA l!8;
reildeuca m' Neit to K'nt Nat oaal Baok.

YALE, MICH.

JOHN H. MERRILL
CHIROPRACTOR

Offloo. Main Stroot - Yala, Mich.'

A Brookway Lodge, 316, F & AM
laVf lingular communication ou or before

tbe full of the moon each month at 7 :30
o'clock Thursday evenings during lHnsfollowi
Jan. 28; !!. a.r; Mr'!h ": April 2; May jt,
June J4; July j; Auk. 19; 2i; Oc t. 21: Nov.
19; le!. N. l- - IJerhf rt. W. M.
U. E Tra9. Henry l'euree, fceo.

Yalo Chnptor, No. 64, O. E. S.
Keitular meetings In MhxoiiIc IUU, WdneH- -'

Jav evenings during lyiB a fol.ow: Jan. 6;
l'eb.3; Mar. May .'; June July 2;
Auk. 2t; sept. Oct 27; Nov 21; le;.
Scecliil initetlrittii uiinnuni'i") In tlio lo. al coluinu.
Visiting member cordially inlted
Alice McKenzlc. Scu. Mrs. Drouyor, W. M.
Mary Krowu, Tread. Jos. mil, W. 1.

.WOMEN.
Love This Magazine
MeCALL'S It the Fashion Guid and House-
keeping Helper of mora woman thin any other
magazine in the world. All the latest etvlca
every month; also delightful aioriex that enter-
tain, and tpeclal departments In cooking, home
dressmaking, fancy work, etc., that lighten
housework and aave money. Price, only SOe
a year, w;th one celebrated McCall bresa Pat-
tern r REE.

SENO A POSTAL CARD NOW POM

I. a rntt smVi crr of macaztkti r
a A FRLR Corr of MeCALL'S Am M put PUCXItil

C ATAI.uilUK; of
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AUHtm Dtpt. N
THE McCAU CO, 236 te 2 IS W. J7ta St., New Tark. M. T.
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A Time For
Everything

If Its an advertisement In
The Expositor you are
thinking about, the prop-
er time is all the time.
Others have obtained good
results from the use of
our columns. Why not

give It a trial.

Everything
...On Time...

In our Job Department
we never tail to have work
finished when promised.
Our prices are as low as
consistent with fine work.
Give us your next order
and let us show you that
we understand the print-

ing business.

Expositor
Print -- Shop

"THE SHOP THAT KNOWS HOW"

J


